On wet roads where men walk*
And life tip an old horn
OF hammered silver,   and drink
Till he has fallen asleep
Upon  the starry brink.
The little Jose be murmured,
CO what of the world*s bane?*
The sun was laughing sweetly*
The moon plucked at my rein;
But the little red Jose murmttred*
*O do not pluck at his rein*
He is riding to the townland
That is the world's